He Kidnaps a Deputy
the heavier aroma of myrtle and arbutus, thyme and wild
olive, coming down from the hills. And there on the red-
dened stones they were picking up the inert forms, and the
one of the dead young officer by the mocking faces of the
fountain.
All that week the civil war continued in guerrilla fash-
ion. At night those who dared to walk the scented streets
could see the saffron and ox-blood flares from burning
orchards and farmsteads outside the walls.
It was scarcely a happy week for Letizia, though she
was accustomed to the uncertainties and horrors of war-
fare. Napoleon vouchsafed little information. Indeed he
was not at home often enough to vouchsafe anything,
dashing into the house at intervals, with set mouth and
determined mien. And again the family had turned rather
critical.
"All to get himself elected a lieutenant-colonel!" the
abbe* exclaimed sadly, when reports of fresh fatalities came
in. "A big price to pay for a promotion!"
And once she overheard Lucien remark to Joseph :
"Preferment and Patriotism make a fine team; but
when their courses lie up different roads, Preferment will
kick Patriotism to death. One is apt, if a -subaltern, to
side with the Revolution. It might be a different story now,
if one happened to be a general."
No names were mentioned, but Letizia realized that the
remarks were aimed in a particular rather than a general
direction. And Joseph had made no answer. But Napoleon,
she knew, would have a defense. There were elements in
the situation beyond his control and for which he was
not responsible. And she felt grateful that he had not been
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